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A LESSON  IN PRAYER
ABSORBED in pious thought
The holy prophet rode, While around him the desert sand
Like a burning furnace glowed. Perched high on his bubbling camel,
With his chin upon his breast, He mused on the hundred names of God
And the mansions of the blest.
And behind him rode Amir,
A simple and guileless youth, Who followed the seer o'er the desert drear
To glean from his lips the truth, To hear of the Holy Word
And the precepts of the wise, To learn of the lore of sages hoar
And the marvels of Paradise.
"My father," the stripling cried, "The sun swings low in the west,
Our weary beasts go slow, 'Tis meet we give them rest.